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out any help from us, emptied a whole bottle of heavy white
wine. The American cloth surface was indelibly marked by the
circular stains of glasses. In a mood of desperate daring, Florence
began to drive her saps forward which, she hoped, would, in
the long run, undermine the young man's defences. She, no
more than I, could any longer doubt that he knew what was
in store. Because of the wine, his great eyes looked serene. It
was as though they could read, through the miserable murk of
our gerrymandering, right into our hearts. He had undone the
collar of his shirt, and the shadow of leaves played on his bare
chest. With one elbow on the table, and his hand buried in the
tangle of his hair, he watched our slow coming to the point
in undisturbed tranquillity. So deeply ashamed did I feel at the
thought that he knew everything about my imbecile manoeuv-
ring, that I tried to express in a look all, that as I now realized,
I had felt for him. That first flooding-in of tenderness, in which
neither self-interest nor hot blood had played a part, had
revealed to me the existence in myself of virgin regions, of
perspectives, as yet unsuspected, of candour and of sacrifice.
. .. How hot it was! Florence, like one who knows the battle
has been untimely joined, plunged willy-nilly forward. Then,
as though words had failed her, sat silent. At last he began to
speak:
'What right have I to refuse to tell the story you so long to
hear now that, thinking that you have bamboozled me, you
have laid on me a weight of bitter knowledge ? Because of
what you have done, I am armoured in distrust, and shall be so
until I die. There is nothing hid from me of your hateful
trickery, and it has taught me the nature of a woman's wiles.
Women are not inventive: they always weave the same old
web. That revelation, now mine for ever, I owe to you/
Thrown now completely off her balance, Florence tried to